FALL AND DEATH OF ROBESPIERRE
a mighty chorus in rhythmic cadence, while others
howled, screeched, hooted and hurled invectives. The
veteran of innumerable parliamentary battles folded
his arms across his chest and waited. He must have
thought of his encounters with the Gironde, of the day
when Louvet had challenged him. He must have thought
of his later triumphs, when these same men had ap-
plauded him frantically and had voted unanimously
everything he proposed. He must have thought of the
vanity and uncertainty of popularity and power, of
the baseness and cowardice lurking at the back of
human nature. "Down with the tyrant! Down with
the tyrant! Down with the tyrant!" He shrugged his
shoulders contemptuously and started to descend, stop-
ping at the bottom of the steps as Tallien flung himself
into the tribune.
That wretched mountebank, who with his mistress,
Therese Cabarrus, had sold, in Bordeaux, immunity to
those able to buy it, and wantonly beheaded others
who could not, now produced a dagger Therese is
supposed to have sent to him, and proclaimed that it
had been his intention to stab to death the new Crom-
well if the Convention lacked the courage to vote his
indictment. He, the corruptionist and libertine, had
the audacity to claim that Robespierre made use of dis-
honest debauchees to maintain his powerl He brought,
however, the conspirators3 programme an important
step forward by proposing the arrest of Hanriot and
his staff. It was voted, as was likewise the arrest of
several others named by Billaud. Again Robespierre
tried to obtain the floor to defend his friends, again
the howls of Fouche's pack silenced him, while in the
tribune appeared the rhetorical Barere.
Barere must have known something of the far-
reaching nature of the conspirators* plans, for he had
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